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* Would you come and John and Dorothy and
Bennett, and might I cut things? *

' No.    We would not come.'
He considered it.

* I should like the rocking-horse/ he said slowly.
* But, of course^ you would be in the house.'

* No, I would not.'

' But you will be everywhere I am always/
c No.'    She shook her head.    ' No/
He laughed, for the two little boys were run-
ning along in the hedge making faces at him,
and one of them, not being able to see in two
places at once, fell down.

* The boy fell down,' he said, screwing his
head round to see better.

She stopped at the little stream that was now
coffee and now a froth of foam.

* Listen,   Adam.    I  wish you to hear this,
No one will ever love you as your mother does
now.    No one can take you from me.    No one.
We will  soon  be  in  Watendlath with Charlie
and Mrs. Perry again,    I could make you a fine
man in a grand house, and everyone would do
what you say, but I am going to make you a
farmer like Watson, and when you are in the road
with your sheep, the carriage that you should have
ridden in will order you to clear the way. ^ You
will be walking and you might have been riding.
You will be rough and poor and you could have
been grand and rich.

* But we will be happy, you and I and Charlie
and Alice; but the little sick boy will be rich and
powerful, and you will be poor and nobody**